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THE CHRISTMAS STOCKING.
Oh, It's an Tory nice lot yovl

i But for ne it's a Ulo of woe.sjui an article sad to view,
For tnej're'stufljd ani they've c aauaed at

so 2. i
That I'm ruined beyond repair.
'There's a dreadful tin horn, dear me!

That has made an enormous tear
By punch ng straight through my knoe.

And that red woolen dot; his tall
Is stuck through a hole in my too;

And that sail-bo- I hope twnn't sail
Has hurst through my seam, know.

And that jumpinu-jac- lean feel
Where he's made a rip In my le?:

And that popgun' a gone through my heel.
And Tm slipping off from my peg.

And the fire rm hung so n car-- Has

melted tbat candy cane,
And Tm all stuck up. Ob, dear!

rm a total wreci, it is plain.

And the worst of It Is, you see.
That I shall depart,

With a very mixed company.
In the depths of a cart!

Emma X. Ofper.

CROSS PURPOSES;

Or,The Widow Mack's Disappoint
mont A New Year's Story.

fWritten for This PaperI
"OR almost three Tears
the sharp-voice-mmWW black-eye- d Widow
Hack, Dr. Paul Blake's
housekeeper, bad
ruled with n rod of
iron. But the Doctor,
who was a single inatt111 of thirty odd, peace,
loving' and absorbed
in h's profession, sub-
mitted meekly, prin-
cipally from the fact
of his housekeeper's

tulinary Fkfll and general ability. Hence
the frivolous youth of Barmouth insisted
tbat it was simply a matter of time as to the
ultimate matrimonial results.

Three times a year Mrs. Hack had been
in the habit of giving Dr. Blake "warning"
in more or less impassioned terms. The
alleged causes were sins of omission or com-
mission on the respective parts of the "hired
help," Bob. the office-bo- and Hiss Doris
Lane, the Doctor's nineteen-year-ol- d ward,
It was the morning after Christmas Day

in the year of grace 1S8 . Dr. Blake was
in his library and office combined, hoping
for a quiet hour with the Lancet, which be
held in his hand with pages uncut, as Mrs.
Hack, whose black eyes were snapping om-
inously, flung I use the word advisedly
Into the room!

With a premonition of what was coming,
the Doctor laid aside the pamphlet.

"Well, Mrs. Mack," he said, wearily,
"which that is, who I mean, what is it
now?"

"This day week, Dr. Blake, either Miss
Doris or I leave you can choose between
ua," responded the Widow Mack, with

calmness. Barring the name of the
offender, her formula of warning was al-

ways the same Possibly she dreamed that
by patient persistence in this lino the Doc-

tor in some unguarded moment might be
led to say: "Then, Mrs. Mack, my advice
will be yourself.--

Why not? The widow only acknowledged
to ihlrry-si- her figure was trim, her face
not unoomely and she held property in her
own right. In addition to this her cookery
war ui.equaled, andis it not recorded that
mainline hearts untouched by personal
charms have been reached through the vul-
gar medium of the stomach?

"Not being the dirt undsr Mies Doris'
foot," acrimoniously continued Mrs. Mack,
before Dr. Blake could speak, "I don't pro-
pose being trod on no longer. The idea.
Bald the irate lady, with a backward toss of
her head; "ordering me out of her study'er
just because I said her goings on with your
ncvew, Taul Blake, was scandalous! Things
have come to a pretty pass in thi house, I
think!"

Dr. Blake groaned in spirit as Mrs.
Hack slammed the door behind her.

"Why can't she let Dons alone," he mut-
tered, and when he said 'Doris" it was with
a peculiarly tender inflection. But that,
perhaps, was because of the
relation m which he pretended to stand
toward her.

Dr. Blake communed with himself for a
moment or two and then, laying aside the
uncut pamphlet, rose and regarded himself
cur.'ously in the glass over the mantel

"You're nothing but an old fool, Paul
Blake," he said, turning abruptly away. Yet
the earnest; scholarly face and dark inscrut-
able eyes which had returned his brie!
glance were by no means deserving of such
a scathing remark. But in cotnpar.Bon with
his ncphew,Paul Blake, the doctorrcgarded
himself aia modern Methuselah.

Doris Vane's "sludy'tr" was arather cozy
interior formed by parting a portion of the
attic proper with some faded chintz cur-
tains rummaged out from tha big cedar- -
wood chest in the corner. One of the hang
ings was pushed: back for a better side light.
and Dr. Blake, who had sought the attio
with a view of rcconoding Doris and Mrs.
Mack, stood still at the head of the stairs
regarding the chintz-frame- d picture before

,uim.
Under the sky-lig- in the roof was an

easel supporting a partly-finishe-d portrait
in oiL Before it, holding palette and
mahl-stic- k in rest, stood pretty Doris, the
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graceful outlines of whose figure even the
ugly bine hottomed blouse reaching to her
feet could not hide.

Beclining at ease in an old arm-cha- ir sear
the little stove which served to
warm the interior, was Pan! Blake, the. doctor's g artist nephew, twirl
ing an unugntea cigarette between his slim
white lingers.

Before Doctor Blake could step forward
vo announce nis presence, Paul spoke evi-
dently apropos of some thing under discus-
sion.

"It's no use taHdng.Doris," he said,some-wh- at

petulantly. "If uncle Paul won't give
his consent to our marriage, as you seem to
think, why we must do without it. that's
an."

Doctor Blake turned very opale as he
heard thes-- words not intended for his ear.
But pulling himself together with as effort,
he stepped forward.

At his unexpected appearance Doris
gave a sudden start and, crimsoning to her
fair temple, threw a cloth over the portrait.
But not before Doctor Blake had caught a I

glimpse of his nephew's broad white lore-he- ad

and expressive eyes.
The Doctor,pretending to have beard and

seen nothing, greeted Paul with his usual
easy courtesy. But that usually

young man, muttering something
- about a previous engagement, made a hasty

exit; leaving the Doctor and his ward alone
together.

talent and dufroif, sad utterly unlike the

hapfiyyoang girl who was accustomed t
greet Mm with her brightest smile, Doris
stood with downccst eyes seemingly latent
on studying the colors on her palette.

New his nephew's fragmentary speech
had completely upset Doctor Blake If I
may use the homely simile. lie bad known
for some time that Paul had persistently
blunted Doris' studio to the ecindal of Mrs.
Mack, and bis own secret uneasiness. But
.that matters 'bad gone ao tax he never
dreamed.

Yet, being a brave man. Dr. Blake crushed
'down his rebellious feelings. He had come
on a mission of peace. A little finett might
be advisable, for impulsive Doris was not
apt to lisien patiently when Mrs. Hack,
whom she exceedingly disliked, was the
topic. Perhaps bit had better begin by
mentioning the invitation that morning re-
ceived and accept 2d for himself and Doris
to eat their New Tear's dinner with the
Harstons. Thus he could lead up to the
topic desired by slow degrees.

"I suppose.Doris," said tha Doctor, break
ing an awkward silence, "that e'r Mra
Hack has told yon we are engaged"

"She has just given me to understand so
yea," coldly Interrupted Doris.
This was not encouraging. He would beat

about the bush so longer but mention ha
errand at once.

"As you know, Doris," again began Dr.
Black, nervously clearing his throat, "Mrs.
Hack Is a most excellent housekeeper, and
we"

Doris' beautiful face, as pale as death, was
suddenly turned toward him, checking his
further explanation.

"I do not care to listen to a recital of Mrs.
Mack's accomplishments or virtues," cried
Doris, with a passionate resentment unlike
the Doris he knew "she and 1 are thor-
oughly antagonistic. It docs not matter
though," she siid, with a sudden half pa-
thetic change of voice nnd manner "we
shall not trouble each other in the future.
I I have accepted an offer I received to-
day and shall no longer be dependent on
your bounty."

Though stricken to the heart Dr. Blake
Was too proud to make any sign. He
waited a moment for Doris to explain
further, but Doris was dumb. Could he
have seen her quivering lips he might have
Inown the reason.

" I bope you may be happy in your new
life, Doris." It cost Dr. Blake a tremen-
dous effort to say this. Too well he knew
thi weak will and vacillating purpose of
bis nephew, who would never succeed in
his calling, simply from lack of energy and
application. And this was the man who
hal won his pretty ward!

"Thank you," said Doris, in a low tone.
Brt, as she suddenly lifted her deep, sharp
ey-- to his own, what was it that, for ona
brfef moment, he fancied he saw in their
inscrutable depths?

All tho passion of his nat
ure rote suddenly to the surface. For the
fittt time in his years of guardianship. Dr.
Paul Blake forgot to hold himself In check.

Crossing ths space between them with a
single stride. Dr. Blake seized both Doris'
small hands in his own:

" Doris, my darling can it be possible?"
be exclaimed, in half bawildermrnt
Aad his voice, as well as the love-lig-

shining from his eyes, supplied what was
lacking of further speech.

A flood of tell-- t Jo crimson suffussd the
fuir girl's brow, chccls and ne:k.

" IIow dare you I hnte you. Dr. Blake,"
Bbe impetuously cr.cd, in the same breath.
And wrenching herself from bis detaining
grasp, Doris, hiding her hot face in her
hands, burst into on agony of weeping.

Well would dismayed Dr. Blake have de-
sired to kiss away her tears, as when Doris
wss a tiny maiden. But she bated him;
that settled it Exhaling a sigh, which
seemed to come from h's boot-sole- the
doctor turned, and made his way hastily
down-Ktaii- s. Doris waited till the echo of
his footsteps had died away; then, drying
her eyes on a diminutive handkerchief, she
stamped her small foot with considerable
energy;

"1 am nothing but a young tool," she
said, with an unconscious echo of a similar
admission on Dr. Blake's part a little e.

The adjectives only being changed.
Removing tne cloth from the

portrait, Doris seized her palette
and with tha ghost of a tender smile ou her
quivering lip3 fell to painting with nervous
hSR'C.

"I must finish it befora New Year's," she
said to herself. And resolutely crowding
down her emotions, Doris worked steadily
tui dinner tuna

To her relief Dr. Blake was absent mak
ing his professional round. Mrs. Mack
glanced at the traces of recent tears on
Doris' pale cheek with ilUconcsjlcd tri-
umph as ths yoang girl, bending over her
plate, midc a pretense of eating.

"Tho Doctor says you're th'nking of leav-
ing us," smoothly remarked the vidow,after
vainly waiting for Doris to break tha
silence."

"Yes," was the coldly monosyllabic reply.
"Well, may be it's for the best," responded
Mrs. Mack, steadily eyeing her shrinking
victim, "for naturally you don't feel like
being beholden to any one Iongcr'n you can
help, though as Paul I mean the Doctor
ays he didn't mind the extra expense while

he was single with only himself to care for.
But now, why "

Here BIra Mack checked herse'f and coyly
dropped her eyes to the table cloth, a corner
of which she was plaiting between her
fingers in seeming confusion

"Neither Dr. Biake or yourself need fear
being burdened with me much longer," re-
plied Doris, with quiet scorn. And ns she
rose and lctt the room, Mrs. Mack smiled
unpleasantly.

"One of us will leave, lut it won't bo
Althem Made," she remarked, in triumphant
confidence, to herself. But this remains to
be seen.

Slowly the old year dragged his lagging
footsteps toward the portal where the Xew
Year child stood impatiently awaiting the
departure of his neany worn-o- pred-
ecessor. Doris, cold and silent, saw but
little of her guardian, who, far graver and
more than was his wont,
silently noted the frequent comings and
goings of his nephew, who as far as possible
seemed to shrjis from an interview.

Dr. Blake waited from day to day with a
vain hope that Doris might oome to him
with her confidence as in other days. But
the young girl niinted steadily at the un-
finished portrait for which cccordmjr to
Mrs. Mack his nephew Paul was "settln,"
and Dr. BUkc never again intruded hl'aself
on their presence.

It was the last evening of the old year.
Dr. Blake, thoroughly tired out by an un-
usually hard day's work; was sitting in his
office library looking absently into the open

where the flames were dancing a
weird measure in fantastic time to the voice
of the winter, wind in the a

chimney.
Bob, theofhea boy, stood in aback-groun- d

of shadow awaiting the Doctor's commands
for tho morrow, vaguely wondering what
had come over his usually genial employer
of late.

"May be it's as folks says that His'
Hack's bound to marry him whether he's
wilhn' or not," soliloquized Bob: 'and if he's
afea'rd of tha:, I don's'n ondcr he's down in
the mouth."

But all unconscious of his oScd boy's
anxiety in his behalf, Dr. Blake sat with is
half-clos- eyes in the semi obscurity, for a it
pishead of flame from a gas jet at tne rear
and the blaze of the wood 'fire itself alone
relieved the darkness of the room.

A rustle cs of a woman's dress caused the
Doctor to give a sudden start! At last Doris
had come.

"Dreaming of your lady love,doctor?"
Alas the voice, simulating an archness en-

tirely foreign to the speaker, was that of
H Hack, who, arrayed as for conquest, ad-
vanced into the circle of firelight and care-
lessly placed a rather shapely foot on the
fender. as

"Well, yes," was the absent reply. Tor
Dr. Blake, who. in addition to an unusually
laborious day, had been np with adanger--
ons case nearly all the night before, was in in
that Curious statn rKwAn urVnr anil lO;

leeplag, when menses lialons and dream

'4nams,yet are perfectly conscious a to
what is going on about them,

Mrs, Mack sighed softly aad drew a, little
Bearer. In the" subdued glow of the fire-
light, which, so to speak, toaed down the
sharpness of her facial cento it, the widow
was looking at her best, and Dr. "Blake
glanced upward at her with something like
friendly admiration, vaguely thinking that
his housekeeper was by no means a bad
looking woman.

Something in Dr. Blake's voice and man-
ner caused the fossil remains of an organ
Mra, Mack was pleased to designate as her
heart, to give a dull throb. She had read of
masculine hearts caught at the rebound.
By this time Dr. Blake knew that his case
was hopeless with the chit of a girl he had
been temporardy infatuated. Should she
strike while tho iron was bot?

'When Miss Doris and your nephew are
married, yon and I Doctor will be left quite
alone!" said Mra Hack, with a tender look,
which was ent'rely lost on ths Doctor, who
had subsided into his waking slumber. As
in a vision he again saw Doris' deep eyes
looknginto his own with the strange in-
tensity which one before had thrilled him
through and through. And, extending his
arms. Dr. Blake said, aloud:

"Hy darling come."
Hra. Hack saw no vision. The outstretched

arms were a joyful reality. So also was
the tender invitation; and without an in-

stant of delay she literally fell on the
Doctor's neck, about which her arms
clasped themselves with considerable

she sobbed, hysterically, 'now I
shall never leave you never!" and clung
the tighter to the scarcely awakened doc-
tor as Bob, thinking matters had gone quite
fer enough, suddenly turned up the gas!

No.v Doris had chosen that evening to tell
her guardian of her future plans. Perhaps,
too, Bhe mlghi learn from his own lips that
there was some mistake as to his matri-
monial intentions.

Her foot was on tho library threshold as
Bob threw the glow of gaslight on the in-

teresting tableau I have just mentioned.
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"NOT MISS DOSIS, BUT MB3. BLAKE."

And casting one glancn thereat, Doris fled
to her room. But had she lingered

a moment, Doris would have heard Dr.
Blake utter something akin to mild profan-
ity, and seen him rise to bis feet so suddenly
as to nearly prec.pitate the clinging widow
over a hassock!

"Mrs. Mack?" ho sternly exclaimed, but the
lady, forcibly overcome by a senso of maid-
enly modesty, had fled.

"And Miss Doris see it alii" said Bob, in
audible soliloquy, as he stood staring in a
dazed sort of way nt the open door.

Go to bed. Bob," sharply commanded Dr.
Blakc.in great perturbation of spirit What
could he have Bald or done iu his dreamy
abstraction that Hra Mack, who was the
pink of propriety, should have thrown her
self into his arms? Good Heavens, what a
terrible situation! Come what might he
would see Doris the first thing in the morn-
ing and explain it.

When a couple of hours after sunriso Dr.
Blake opened his heavy eyes on New Year's
morn, they rested at once on a framed por-
trait hanging against the opposite walL
Whero had it come from. Who was it in-
tended for?

For a closer view showed the Doctor that
the general contour of the features were his
own. So also was the blonde mustache, but
here to his own mind the resemblance
ceased The Ukeness between himself and
his nephew Paul had often been comment-
ed on. This picture might have been Paul
with twenty years added to his age, or him-
self with ten subtracted.

With a sad smile Doctor Blake read the
inhcription on a card pinned on the frame.

A New Years' gift for my ("dear" erased)
guardian from his ("affectionate" erased)
ward.

" It is plain that Doris' forte is not por-
trait painting," he said, with a very audible
sigh And then wondering how he should
introdnco the awkward explanation he was
meaning to make, the doctor went down to
breakfast.

Jtcplying rather curtly to Mrs. Mack's af-
fectionate New Year's greeting, Dr. Blake
looked about the room.

"Miss Doris not down yet?" he said, with
affected carelessness.

Mrs. Mack drew herself np primly.
" Sarah tells me. Doctor, that at sunrise

this morning she let Hiss Doris out at the
front door fully dressed for traveling and
carrying a large hand sacheL She gave no
explanat'on, but simply said she was going
away for good, and in due time would write
ua And from the fact that our milknnn
saw Mr. Panl Blake with a young lady who
exactly answers her description getting into
the Boston train at 0:4."), I incline to the
opinion that they have gone off to get mar-
ried."

Dr. Blake, who had himself well in hand,
made no audible comment on this surpris-
ing bit of news, which in reality was tho
final blow to his vague hopes. And Mrs.
Mack, tucking a tiny, d note ad-
dressed to Dr. Paul Blake a little further
down in her pocket, noted with inward sat-
isfaction that bis appetite appeared in no
way impaired by what he had heard

"We will have a talk when I come in
from my calls, Mrs. Hack," he said, with his
usual courtesy; but the widow thought she
detected an undertone of warmth in his
speech, and her hopes ran higher than
ever.

Bob was waiting the doctor's appearance
in the office with manifest impatience. It
was evident that he had nerved himself up
to the fulfillment of some important duty,
regardless of consequences.

"Look here. Doctor," he said, in acautious
undertone, the moment Dr. Blake had
closed the door behind him; "there' things
that's got to be said, whether you think Pm

interferis with what's none of my
or not Fust and foremost, you've let

Mis' Hack drive Miss Doris away from the
hOU3i "

"Nothing of the sort, Bob," sharply inter-
rupted Dr. Blake. "Miss Dons has has
run off with my nephew, Paul, to bo mar
ried. -

" Beggin' your pardon, but sho ain't,"
coolly returned Bob, who was nothing if
not blunt spoken. "Mr. Paul's been an'
'loped with Judge Haynes' daughter, which
isnl only eighteenyears old, and the Judge

jest wild about it; every Lody's talkin' of
down-town- ."

Dr. Blake fell mto the nearest chair
and sat staring speechlessly at Bob, who,
with great inward gusto, went on:

" Seems he told Miss Doris all about it,
and she tried to get him off the notion, but
twasn't no use. So he'n Hiss Haynes has
gone off to Boston to get married, and Miss
Doris she's took the train to Portland, where or
she's Tiad a offer for to teach music and
drawln' in the Presbyterian Institute"

"How do know all this. Bob?"
hoarsely demanded Doctor Blake, feeling

though every thing was slipping from to
under his feet

"Didn't Miss Doris tell me last nitrht
wnen sne got me to hanir vnnr nlctnr

your on the sly. and she crying
hnr tmnf waa ,l.,..VIn.l lMI.. m

tarasd Bob; "anddidn'tshssayehehada't by

o home here any longer, bow that yv
was groin' teVmuiT Ma Mack? fist l'va
writ a note that'll explain it all' she save,

and Doctor BlakVll had It nnder his plat
in the morning "

"Doctor Blake did not wait for farther
explanations. Tea minutes later he bad
left the house, caught the 0:10 express for
Portland, and reached there by 1 1 a, m.

a
Dressed in her best, Mra Hack sat in the

parlor New Year's night impatiently await-
ing Dr. Blake's coming. She knew that he
had been invited to dine oat, aad hte pro-
longed absence did not surprise bet Bo
absorbed was Hra Mack in s pleasant day
dream tbat she did not notice the arrival
and departure of a hack which had depos-
ited a gentleman and lady at the door. That
the gentleman was Dr. Blake was evident
by the fact tbat he let himself and his com-
panion in with a night key. Who the lady
might be is probably apparent to the dullest
comprehension.

Still taken np with her castle building the
widow, blissfully unconscious of im-
pending ruin, turned her head languidly aa
the door opened.

"Dr. Blake and Hiss Doris."
This was the startled exclamation which

fell from the widow's lips as she sprang to
her feet

"Not Miss Doris, bnt Hra. Blake," said the
doctor, with freezing politeness. "We were
married in Portland this afternoon. And"
before Mrs. Hack could scream "let me adl
that ns you see I have made my choice aa
to which of you two should remain under
my roof, I shall have to request you to take
your departure at the earliest opportunity
perhaps you can guess why."

Mra Mack gasped, but nothing came of it
Though speechless with baffled rage and
shame she hurried out of the room banging
the door behind her till exaxy pane of glass
rattled.

But an earthquake would not have dis-
turbed the happiness of the nexvly-marri-

couple who sat side by side in front of tha
cheerful blaze.

"If I were not quite so young," said Doris,
a little regrotfnlly.in a pause of the conver-
sation after the mutual explanations had all
been gone over again.

"If I were not quite so old," said tha
Doctor, with a quiet smile

"Old," was the indignant response "Does
the p'cture I painted of you look old?"

"Why, no," said Dr. Blake, langhing; "on
the contrary, it flatters my years grossly.

"But that is the way you look to tne,'
whispered Doria And that is all

Fiusk H. CoNVEBsa

SbCRETARY THOMSON.

The Talented Gentleman Who Took the
Minute of the First Congresi.

John Adams record in his .dairy, on the
day after hfs arrival in Philadelphia as a del-
egate to the First Continental Congress:
"Called at Mr. Milflin's.agrand, spacious and
elegant house There we had much con-
versation with Mr. Charles Thomson, who
is tho Sam Adams of Philadelphia, the life of
the cause of liberty.

Six days later, the delegates marched to
Carpenter's Hull, inspected it, agreed that it
should serve the purpose, and helped 3

to seats. Peyton Randolph, of Vir-
ginia, was unanlmous'y elected President,
and Charles Thomson, Secretary.

Tl omfou was not piesent, for he was not
a de cgate; and the Doorkeeper was sent to
find him and to say that the Congress de
sired his immediate attendance. After the
Congress had got through the tontine of or
ganization, the Doorkeeper returned, es-

corting Mc Thomson, who, walking np tho
aisle, stopped in front of the President and
said, with a bow. "Mr. President, I await
your pleasure"

"Congress desires the favor of you, sir, to
take their minutes," replied President Ran-
dolph.

With a bow Mr. Thomson signified h.'s ac-
quiescence, and without a word took his
seat at his desk, and began to record the
proceedings of that famous, practical and
soLer-mind- assemblage of lawyers, poli-
ticians and men of business. This modest
and quiet beginning was an earnest of the
valuable services which, for fifteen years,
Mr. Thomson rendered to the Congress of
the Confederation.

Ho was by birth an Irishman, but had left
his native land when only eleven years of
age By education he became a scholar and
made a translation of that Greek version of
the Old Testament which is known as the
Soptuiglnt, which was published in four
volumes iu 1S0S. Youth' Comiianloiu

THE YULE LOG.

Chrintma Fntlv!tT "No Sauce to a
ClirWtiiui Turkey Like the Thought
That It In Shared with the l'oor."
As for my own housekeeping, we have al-

ways lighted tho yule fire on Christmas
eve with a charred relic of the yule log of
the former year. Our festivity alwars ends
with a children's feast on Twelfth-nigh- t,

and then the clog is tied np with ever-
greens, and labeled: 'God send us a happy
Christmas when it comes round ngain"
tametimes we defer the Christmas tiee till
"Childermas" (Innocents' Day) so ae not to
crowd every thing into Christmas eve; and
wo impress children with the faot that
Christmas-tid- e lasts twelve days, so that
thcro is time enough for every thing in lta
season. Ths one condition is, Christmas
Day must be kept with Christ Nobody
who has any thing over and above a bare
support should ever eat his Chr.stmas dinner
without tho consciousness that be has dono
at least something to spread ths board
for a poor widow or some other needy
neighbor. One of my early parishioners
(ho ought to bo named ho was not a very
wealty man thi late W. T. Lie, of Hart-
ford.) used to send me a sleigh tilled with
baskets of good things, and drawn by two
fine steeds, w.th which I was autbonzed to
drive about the town, supplying my poor t
communicants and others. I used to thank
him. "Don't mention it" he said. "Yon
can't think how I enjoy my dinner en
Christmas Day, when I think how many of
my brethren, less blessed with worldly
means, are enjoying theirs at tho same
time No thanks! no thanks! All' pure
selfishness! No sauce to a Christmas turkey
like the thought that it is shared with the
poor!" Surely it is a delightful thought
that thousands of human beings eat a com-
fort! bio meal on that day, if not on any
other in the whole year. Dr. Coze, in Church
Magazine.
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THE FEMININE WAY.

IIow the Averag Voman Purchases a
Pair or Shoe.

When a woman has a new pair of shoes
sent home sho preforms altogether differ-
ent from a man. She never shoves her toes
into them and yanks and hauls until she is
red in the face and all ont of breath, and
then goes stamping and kicking around.
but pulls them on part way carefully.
twitches them oS again to take a last look.
and sees if she has got the right one. pull
them on again, looks at them dreamily.
says they are just right, then takes another
look, stop3 suddenly to smooth ont a
wrinkle, tw.'sts round and surveys thein
sideways, exclaims: ''Mercy, how loose they
are;" looks at them again square in front,
woiks her foot around so they won't hurt
her quite so much, takes them off, looks at
the heel, the toe, the bottom and cue in-

side, puts them on again walks up and
down the room once or twice; remarks to
her Letter-ha- lf that she won't have them at
any pries, tilts down the mirror so that she
can see how they look, turns It in every
possible direction, and nearly dislocates her
neck trying to see how they look from that
way, backs off, steps up again, takes thirty

forty farewell looks, says they make her
feet look awful big and never will do in the j
world, puts them off and on three or four of
times more, asks her hatband what hs
thinks about it, and then pays no attention

what he says; goes through it all again,
end finally says she will take them. Its a
very simple matter; indeed. -.- VAoj and
Leather Jieriew.

,

Motto for Santa Clans "Know all sta
these praenta. Jfac 7ieaA.

TALMAGE'S SERMON.

Y Homily on "Too Knob.Ado Abeat
Small Things."

Heaven tout Sight of ia TTorrylnr Over
the Trifles of Earth The Tendency

to Eicaw Ills; Sin unci Mag-

nify Little Ones.

Rev. T. DeWitt Talmnge took for the
9 object of a recent sermon in the Brooklyn
Tabernacle: "Too Much "Ado About
Kmall Things," preaching from the fol-
lowing text:

Ye blind iraldes, which strain nt a gnat, nnd
swallow a camel. Matthew xxtil., 4.

The prencher said: A proverb is com-
pact wisdom, knowledg9 in chunks, a
library In a sentence, the electricity of
many clouds discharged at one bolt, a
river put through a mil'-rac- When
Christ quotes the proverb of a text he
means to set forth the ludicrous behavior
of those who make a great blustsr about
small sins and have no appreciation about
grent ones.

In my text a small insect and a larze
quadruped are brought into comparison
n gnat and a camel. You have in museums
or on the desert seen the latter, n grent.
awkward, sprawling creature, with back
tno stories high, nnd stomnch having a
collection of reservoirs fordesert travel,
an animal forbidden to ths Jews
ns food, nnd in many literatures
entitled "the ship of the desert."
The gnat spoken of in the tex
is in tho grub form. It is born in pool
o" pond, after a few woo'ts b9coming a
chrysalis, and then, after a few days, be-
comes the gnat as wo recognizi it. But
the Insect spoken of in the tex1. is in its
very smallest shape, and It yet Inhabits
lb.9 water for my text is a misprint, and
ouiht to fend, "strain out a gnat."

My text shows you ths prince of incon-
sistencies. A man after long observation
his formed tha suspicion that in a cup of
water be is about to drink there is a grub
or the grandnarent of a gnat. He goes
and gets a seivo and strainer. H3 takei
the water and pours it through th3 stove
in th3 broad lighf. He says: "I would
rather do anv thing almost than drink
this water until this larva be extirpated."
This water Is brought under inquisition.
The experimont is successful. The
water rushes through ths sieve and
leaves against Ili3 sids of the s:eve
the grub or gnat. Then the man care-
ful y rcmovos the insect and drinks the
water in plncidity. But, on going out ono
day, mid hungry, he devours a "shin of
tho desert," tho cninol which the Jews
were foi b'dden to cat. the gastronomer
has no compunctions of conscience. He
puts the lower jaw umlr the camel's foro
foot and tli9 tipner jaw over ths hump of
the camel's back and gives one swnllow,
end the dromedary dfcanpears forever.
He strained nt a gnat nnd swallowed a
camel.

Wh lt Christ's nndieno wor9 yet smil-
ing nt the appositeness and nit of bis il-

lustration for sniilo thov did in church,
unless thov were toostupid to understand
the hyperbole Christ prnctfcnlly said to
them: "That is you." Punctilious about
Fmall things; reckless about affairs of great
magnitude. No subject ever writhoil un-

der n surgeon's knifa more bitterly thnn
did the Pharisees undor Christ's scalpel of
tiuth. As an anatomist will taken huninn
body to pieces ami put them under n
microscopo for examination, so Christ
linds bis unyto the benrt of the dead
I'hnrisoo nnd cuts it out and puts it under
tho glass of inspection for all generations
to examine Those Pharisees thought
tbat Christ would flatter Uypm nnd com-
pliment them, and how they must have
writhed under the red-ho- t words as be raid:

Yo fools, vo whlted sepulchres, ye Wind
cniiles, hlch strain out a gnat and swallow a
camel.

There nro in onrdnyo great rrnny gnats
strained out nnd a great many camels
swnllowed, nnd it is the object of this ser-
mon to sketch a few persons who are ex-
tensively engaged in thnt business.

First, I :emark that all those ministers
of tho Oo3p9l are photographed in the
text who nro very scrnpul ns about the
conventionalities of religion, but put no
particular stress upon matters of vast im-

portance. Church sorvicos onght to be
ginvonnd solemn. There is no room for
fr.volity in religious convocation. But
thfro are illustrations nnd there ore
hyperboles, lifco that of Christ in the toxt,
thnt will irrmliatj with smile' any

auditory- - There ara men. like
these b'lrul glides of the text, who ndvo-enf- e

only those things in religious service
which draw the corners of the mouth
1nwn, nnd denounce nil those t bines
nhich have a tondancv to draw tho corn-
ers of the month up; and these men will
co to Installations nnd to presbyteries
nnd to conferences and to associations,
their pockots full of fine sieves to strain
nut tho gnats, whllo in their own churches
at home every Snndav there are fifty
people sound asleep. They make thoir
churches a great dormitory, and their
somniferous sermons are a cradle, and the
drnwled-o- ut hymns a lullaby, while
some wnkoful soul in a pew with her fan
keeps the flies off unconscious porsons ap-
proximate. Now, I say it is worso to sleep
In church than to sinilo in church, for the
latter implies at least attention, while
tha former implies tho indifference of the
hearers and tho stupidity of the speaker,
hi old age, or from p'lvidcal infirmity, or
from long wntching with the sick, drows-
iness will sometimes overpowor ono; but
vhon n minister of the Gospel looks off

pon an audience nnd finds healthy and
iisUigont people struggling with drowsi-tvm--

,t is time for him to givo out the
Doxology or pronounca tho benediction.
The great fault of chnrch services y

is not too muci v vacity, but too much
somnolence. The one is an Irritating gnat
tbat may boensily attained ou; tho other
Is a gr?at, sprawling nd sleepy-eye- d

camol of the dry desert. In all our Sab-
bath school', in all our Bible classes, in it
nil our pulpits wo nned to brighten tip our
religious message w.'th such Chrbt-lik- e

vivacity as we find in the text.
I take down from my library the

cf m'niiten and writer of past
ngc3, inspired and uninspired, who have
done tho most to bring souls to Jesus
Christ, and I find that, without a single
exception, they consecrated their wit and
their humor to Christ. Elijah used it
when ho advised the Baal it es, as they
conld not make their god respond, telling
them to call louder, as their god might bo
sound asle?p or gone a bnntinsr. Job used
it when ho said to his com
forter', "Wisdom will die with you.,"
Christ not only used it in the text, but
when he ironically complimented the
pjtrefied Pharisees, saying. "The whole
need not a physician," and when by ono all
word bo described the cunning of Herod,
snyinz, "Go je and tell that fox-- " Slat-tha- it

Henry's commentaries, from tho first
page to the last, con with humor
as snmmr clouds with heat lightning.
John Bunyan's writings are full of humor
as they are of saving truth, and thero is
not an nged man hcie who has ever
rend Pilgrim's Progress," who does
not remember that while reading it of
he had smiled as oiten as he siept.
Chrysostom, George Herbert, Robert
b'outb, John Wesley, George Wbitefield, all
Jeremy Taylor, Rowland Hill, Nettleton,
George G. Finney, and all the men of the

ast who greatly advanced the Kingdom
God, consecrated their- - wit and their to

buuor to the cause of Christ. So it has
been in all the ages, and I say to Miese
young theological students who c uster in
these services Sabbath after Sabbath, j

sbarpon your wits as keen as cimeters,
and then take them into this holy war.

It is a very short bridge between a smile
and a tear, a suspension bridge from eye
to lip, aud it is soon crossed over, and a

mile Is sometimes jast aa sacred as a
tear. There is as much religion, and I
think a little more, ia a spring atorniag
than in a starless midnight. Religious
work without any honor or wit in it is a
banquet with a side of beef, aad tbat
raw, and no condiments, and no dessert
succeeding. People will not sit down at
such a banquet. By ail means remove all
frivolity and all bathos and all lightness
and all vulgarity strain them ont
through the sieve of holy discrimination;
but, on the other hand, beware of
tbat monster which
the Christian Church y, con
ventionality, coming np from the great
Sahara desert of Ecclesiasticism, baviag
on its back a hurap of sanctimonious
gloom, and vehemently refuse to swallow
that cameL

Ob, how particular a great many people
are about the infinitesimals while they are
quite reckless about the magnitudes.
What did Christ say? Did he not excoriate
the jieople in his time who were so care-
ful to wash" their hands before a meal, but
did not wash their hearts? It is a bad
thing to have unclean hands; it is a worso
thing to have an unclean heart. How
many people tbere are in our time who
nre very anxious that after their death
they shall be buried with their feet toward
the East, and not at all anxious that dur-

ing their whole life they should face in
the right direction, so tbat they shall
come up in the resurrection of the just
whichever way they are buried. How
many there are chiefly anxious thnt a
minister of the Gospel shall come in the
line of apostolic succession, not caring so
much whether he comes from Apostle Paul
or Apostle Judas. They have a way of
measuring a gnat until it is larger than a
camel.

Asain: My subject photographs all
nose who nre abhorrent of small sins

while thov ore reckloss in regard to
thefts. You wH find many a

merchant si ho, while he is so careful
that he would not take a yard of cloth or
a spool of cotton from the counter with
out paying for it, and who, if a bank
cashier should make a mistake and send
in a roll of bills five dollars too much,
would dispatch a messenger in hot haste
to return the surplus, yet who will go in-

to a stock company in which, af'er
awhile, bej gets control of the stock, and
then waters the stock and makes one hun-

dred thousand dollars appear Iiko two
hundred thousand dollars. He only stole
one hundred thousand dollars by the
operation. Many of the men of fortune
made their wealth in that way. One of
those men, engaged in such unrighteous
acts that evening, the eren'ng of the
very day when be waterod the stock,
will find a wharf rat stealing a news-
paper from the basement doorway, nnd
will go out and catch the urchin
by the collar, nnd twist the col-

lar so tightly the poor follow can
not say that it was thirst for
knowledge that led him to the dishonest
act, but gripthocollnrtightennnd tighter,
saying, "I bnve been looking fcr you a
long while; you stole my paper four or
fivo times, haven't you, you miserable
wretch?" And then the old stock gnmbler,
with n voico they can h"ar three blocks,
will cry out, "Police, rolice!" That same
mnn, tho evening of tho day in which ho
watered the stock, will kneel with bis
family iu prayers and thank God for tho
prosperity of the day, then kiss his chil-

dren gocd night with nn air which seems
to sav: "I hope you will all grow up to be
as good as your father." Prisons for sins
inscctiio in siz but palaces for crimes
dromdnrian. Nomercy for sins animal-
cule in proportion, but groat leniency for
mastodon iniquity. A poor boy slyly
takes from the basket of a market woman
a choko pear saving sotno one else from
the cholera and ycu smother him in the
horrible atmosphere of Raymond Street
jail or New York Tombs, while his cousin,
who has boon skillful enough to steal $V,-CO- O

from the city, yen will make him a
candidate for tho New York Legisla-
ture!

Thero is a great deal of uneasiness and
nervousness now among somo people in
onr timo who have cotton unrighteous
fortunes a great deal of norvonsnoss
about dynamite. I tell fiom that God
will put nnd;r their unrighteous fortunes
something more exnlojivo than dynamite

tho enrthquako of his omnipotent
It is time that wo learn in

America that sin is not excusable in pro-

portion as it duclaroi lage dividends nnd
has outriders in eqaipnge. Many a man
is riding to perJit'oa. poitilion ahead and
lackey behind. To steal one copy of a
newspaper is a gnat; to steal many thou-
sands of dol'ars is a caniot. There is many
a fruit dealer who wonld notconsmtto
stenl a basket of peachot from a nyigh- -

bir'tf stall, but who would not scruple to
depross tho fruit market; and as long as I
can romemlier we bnve heard every
summer "tho peach crop of
Maryland is n failure," and by
the time tho crop comes in the misrepre
sentation makes a difference of millions
of dollars. A mnn who would not steal
one peach basket steals fifty thousand
poach baskets. Go down in the summer
time to the Mercantile Library, in the
rcailing rooms, and seethe newspaiier re
ports of the crops from all parts of the
country, and their phraseology is very
much tbo same, and the same men wroto
them, methodically and infamously carry
ing out the huge lying about the zrain
crop from year to year and for a scoro of
yenrs. After awhile there will be a "cor-
ner" in the wheat market, and men who
bad a contempt for a petty theft will
burglarize the wheat bin of a nation and
commit larceny upon tbo American
corn-cri- And some of tho men wHI
sit it churches and in reformatory
institutions trying to strain ont
tbo small gnati of scoundrel ism,
while in tho'r grain elevators and their
storehouses thoyaro fattening hugecamels
which thoy expect aftor awhile to swal
low. Society has to be entirely recon-
structed on this subject. Wo are to find
tbat n sin is inexcusable in proportion as

is great.
I know in our timo the tendency is to

chargo relig'ous framls upon good men.
Thoysny: "Ob, what a class of frauds
you have in the Church of God in this
day;" and when an elder of a church, or a
deacon, o. a minister of ih Goipel, or a
superintendent of a Sabbath-schoo- l turns
out a defau'ter. what display heads there
are in ninny of the newspapers. Great
primor type. Fivo line pica. "Another
Saint Absconded," "Clerical Scoud'-el-ism,- "

"Religion at a Discount," "Shame on
tho Churches," while there are a thousand
scoundrels outside the church to
where there is one inside the church, and
the misbehavior of those who nsver see
tho inside of a church is so great, it is
enough to tempt a man to become a Chris-
tian to got out of their company. But in

cire'e, religious and irreligious, the
tendency is to excu-- sin in proportion as

is mammoth. Even John Jlilton, in his
"Paradise Lost." whilo ba condemns
Satan, gives such a cxaad description of
him you have hard worlc suppress your ad-

miration. Ob, this straining out of sma'l
sins like gnats, and his gulp.'ng down
great iniqtiitios like camals.

The subject do9s not givo tha picture
one or two persons, but is a

gallery in which thousands of peo-

ple may see their likeness. For instance,
those people who, while they

would not rob their neighbor of a
farthing, appropriate the money and the
treasure of tho public. A man has a house is

sell, aud ho tells bis enstomer it is
worth twenty thousand dollars. Next
day tho assessor comes'around, the owner
says it is worth fifteen thousand dollars.
The Government of the United States
took ol the tax from personal income,
nmong other reasons, because so few peo-

ple would tell the truth, and many a man
with an incomo of hundreds of dollars a
day made statements which seamed to j

imply ke was about to ba haaetai over a -
the overseer of the poor. Carefal to P"Tfj, . ,
their passage from L'Tarpaol d"lfesjr k ,

York; yet smuggling ia their HartUoifc ? fe
trunk ten silk dresses from Paris and V half
dosen watches from Geneva, Swilaee-laa- d,

telling the' custom-bo- a c4Bcere'
the wharf; " There is nothing ia tba
trunk bnt wearing appare1," and puttlagT
a five dollar gold-piec- o ia bis band te
punctuate tbe statement. '

Described fn the tpxt are all those WBO

are particular never to break the blstjet '
grammar, and who wantall their langaaga
aa elegant specimen of syntax, awalalaa;
ont all tha Inaccuracies of, speech witb a
fine sieve of literary criticism, wbila
through their conversation go slander
and innneado, and profanity and falsa?,
hood larger than a whole caravan of cam-
els, when they mid.t better fractara ,
every law of tho language and
shock Intellectual taste, aad bat-- "
ter let every verb seek in vain,
for Its nominative, and, every
noun for its government, aad every pre
position lose its wav ia the sentence, aad.
adjectives and participlos and proaonaa
get into a grand riot worthy of the..
Fourth Ward oa election dav, than t,
commit a moral inaccuracy. Batterswal
low a thousand gnats than one camel.

Such persons are also described in tha,
text wbo are very much alarmed aboat Mg
the small faults of others, and have aa, 1
n'arm about their own transgressions.
There are in every community and in
every church watchdogs ..who feel called
upon to keep their eyos on others aad
growl. They are full of suspicion.
They wonder if tbat man is not d'sbonosf,
if that man is not unclean, if thero is not
something wrong abont the otber'toatt.
Thoy are always the first to hear of any tthing wrong. .Vultures are always tho; ,
first to smell carrion They nre self--
appo'ntod detectives. . I lay this down ast h

a rule, without any exception, that those
people who have the most faults thoia-se'v- es

are the most merciless in their
watching of others. From scalp of head
to sole of foot thoy nre full of jealousies
and bypercritfe'sms. They spend their
life in hunting for muskrats andmud-tar-tl- e

j, instead of hunting for Rocky Mount-
ain eagles; always for something
mean instead of something grand.
They look nt their neighbors' imperfec-
tions through a microscope, and look at
their own imperfections through a teles-
cope upside down. Twenty faults of
their own do not hurt them so much as
one fau't of somebody else. Their neigh-
bors' imperfections are like gnats, and
they strain them out; tbeir own imper-
fections are like camels, and they swal-
low them.

But lest some might think thoy escape
the scrutiny of the text, I have to tell yoa
thnt we all come under the Divine satire
when we make the questions of timo
more prominent thnn tbe questions of
eternity. Ceme, now, let us nil po
into tbe confessional. Are not all
tempted to make the question. Whera
shall I live now? greater than the ques--'
tion. Where shall I live forever? How
shall I get more dollars here? greater than
tbe question, How shall I lay np treasures
in Heaven? The question. How shall I
pay my debts to man? greater than tha
question. How shall I meet my obliga-
tions to God? The question. How shall I
gain the world? greater than tbo que- -
tion. What if I lose my soul? The ques-
tion. Why did God let sin come into tho
world, greater than the question, How
shnll 1 got extirpated from my nature?
Tbe question. What shall I do witb
the twenty, or forty or seventy
years of my sublunar existence?
greater than tho question, What
shall I do with tho millions of cycles of
my existence I Time, how-
small it is! Eternity, how vast it is! The
former more insignificant in comparison
with the latter than a gnat is insignificant
when compared with a camel. We dodged
the text. We said: "That doesn't mean
me, and that doem't mean me," and with
a ruinous benevolence we are giving tha
whole sermon away.

But let us all surrender to the charge.
What an ado about things hero. "What
TKor preparation for a great
eternity. As though a minnow were
larger than a behemoth. ax
thouzh a swallow took wider circuit than
an albatross, ns though a nettle wero
taller than a Lebanon cilnr, as though a
glint wore greater than a camel, as thongli
n minute were longer than a centnry, as
though time wore higher, deeper, broader
than eternity. So tho text which flashed
with lightning of wit ns Christ uttered it .,

is followed by the cashing thnnders of
awful catastrophe to those who make tha
questions of tho time greater than the "
questions of the future, the oncoming,
overshadowing future. O eternity!
etornity: eternity:

AN HISTORIC GUN.
The Interesting Story of Heroism ToIttBy

m Freclous Kelie--
The following inscription is written o

tbe back of a looking-g.as-s now in the pos-
session of the Woodson family, near Pro
pect. Prince Edward County, Ya,:

"This belonged to Stephen Tarlton, who wa.1,
my great grandfather, and who died In 1687. - ''
have had tbe present frame put to it this !4tat
December, 17W. CnAHLEs Woodsox.

In tbe same Woodson family Is a lery""
large, long and heavy single-barr- jrna,
with a flint lock. It is of such large dimen-
sions for a shoulder-piec- e that it strikes
everyone who sees it with utter astonish-
ment. It looks as though it were made far
one of the sons of Anak. The following mi
oa record in the old family Bible:

"John Woodson, son of Robert, married
to Judith Tarlton. was a physician. He waa
killed near his house as he was returning
fiom a visit to a patient at tho second mas-
sacre in Virginia The Indians attacked
the house, which was tarred against tfeesa
and defended by Judith, h s wife, and ona
Ligon, a r, with a long gun. now
my property, which bears bis name (Ligon).
He killed three Indians the first fire and two
the next, while Judith, the wife, killed two
Indians, who came down the chimney oaa
she scalded to death, the other she killed
with tLc roasting spit When the Indian,
getting alarmed, fled, Ligon fired at them
the th.rd. time and killed two more. 'Soirj
nine Indians were killed and the family
saved by the gallantry of Lkron and Judith."

Now the Judith mentioned here w?s tha
daughter of Stephen Tarlton, who owned
the looking-glas-s, end he died in 1687.
The second massacre was in . From
these dates it is evident that the looklar- -
glass is at least two hundred years o.'d. aad
the long gun, counting from the secoad
ina?sacre, is two hundred and forty-thre- o
years old; but there id a tradition that Joha
Woodson, who married Judith Tarlton. and
who came from Doisetshire. Enjrlind. wita
Sir John Harvey in the year 1625, "brought!
the long gun with him." If so. aa ia
probable, the gun is at least two hundred
and sixty-tw- o years old, and is one hundred
audnfty-on- c years older than the United
States. Tbo wood in the stcck of the gna. .

and ths frame on the lookiug-glas-s are very i f .
sound, not worm-eate- n or in the least de-- 'ft
cayed. Another century added to thelr-a-

ready hoary age it would seem would not
make any impression on them. llichMomttJ "

StaU.

Hafpcczss depends far less upon the)
external circumstances that surround aa
than it does upon the condition of our ona '
minds. The main sources thereof are with--- in

us. and not without: Many a man ia
happier in his poverty than a king on, hla
throne, "or a millionaire in all his luxury. It

a great mistake to judge cf the compara-
tive happiness of men by the difference aa
their outward condition. .V. Y. ;

- v,- -

Oxlt so far as a man is happily married
to himself is be fit for married life aaa
familr life generally. XttaH. t

Silxxce is the anderstandiag of foot Jr"
and one of tha virtues of "tha viti-Hj- a-f .
nard.
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